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iff                                  "OUT neither Apollo nor Buddha could help or
iM                                  -O  Httve m04   QJMj iu }|ln oxqutHito balance of body,
a skylark-like          of eternal Iwauty, stood lightly
advancing; the other nat aombrously contemplating, f; 1  '                              calm as a beautiful evening.    I looked for sorrow in
11 r<                              the           of the paatol—-tho beautiful              that
to fill with a real presence the rich autumnal whero the jays darted and screamed.    The twisted columns of the bed rose, burdened with weight of fringes and curtains, the python devoured a guinea pig, the last 1          him; tho great white
cat         to me.   I        till                go, must hence-
forth be to me an abandoned dream, a something, not more real than a summer meditation. So be it, and, as was                      of mo, I broke with Paris
suddenly, without warning anyone. I knew in tny heart of            that I should never return, but no
word was               and I continued tt                de-
lusion with myself; I told my                that I would
return in a month, 1 left §11 to be brutally sold by auction, is the            I           in the last
chapter charmingly and touchingly
Not         to Marshall did I             my
that Paris would         out of my life,         it would bo with me a beautiful memory, but never           a practical delight.    Ho         I           no
